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know that you must be home at half-past twelve at the very
latest.'
clt is true,3 she replied, 'but still you are the master/
CI am not master enough to break my vow/ said I some-
what sadly, 'though you can force me to do so if you
choose.'
The marquise, her husband, the Florentine, even Arrnel-
lina herself, entreated me to give way, and at last I said if
Scolastica consented, I would consent* I went to her, and
in the presence of her friend begged her not to oblige me
to compromise myself. I had no need to ask her, she said,
she was determined to leave the ball at midnight, and not
to sup with any one, so after a few minutes we made our
farewells and departed.
We arrived at the hotel, without my having said a word
to either of them, but Scolastica avenged me by speaking
most severely to her companion, and scolded her for having
forced me to appear impolite and jealous, or to break my
word. The poor girl's cheeks were seamec? with tears. I
could not bear to see her so unhappy, and forced myself to
console her; the supper was excellent. Scolastica did the
honours, but Armellina, contrary to her custom, ate little;
she listened sadly to her friend's account of how she had
met her fiance. Great as my personal vanity was, I could
not hide from myself the fact that she was attracted by the
Florentine, that she too wanted to be married, and that hd
was the husband she fancied.
I took them back to their convent, promising I would
fetch them next day for the opera, and went to bed, very
undecided as to whether I had lost or won in the part I had
played. It was only on awakening that I was able to pro-
nounce definitely.
note.—Here there are two chapters missing in the manuscript
It is the one lapse in the whole of die Memoirs. The episode of
Armellina remains unfinished, but the reader's experience will
doubtless tell him what transpired. When next we take up the tale,

